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Drive me crazy tonight, but get me home sane 


Author's Notes: 

Aaaah! l'm dying to write something longer about these two, but college keeps me busy. :( So, for now, | can 
write only scenes and snippets. | realize this is description and introspection over action and dialogue, but | hope 
it isn't too horrible. Also, English is not my native language and | wrote this at 4AM, so | might've made some 


mistakes. You are free to correct me. Hope you enjoy this. :) Reviews are always appreciated! 


PS. Fun fact! The part about Lars's high school and the stage they had there actually happened. Also, the 
words "Metallica in the kitchen!" are taken from a very old interview when they talk about this gig (love that 
interview to bits!). | just added a bit of my own wordplay to it. So, if the humour doesn't translate, blame 
Babytallica. XD 


They were on the road, driving back from Lars's high school, where they had played a gig that evening. As 
opposed to the one before that, it had been awful. The stage they played on was for some reason set for a 


play, an improvised house interior with props and everything, and the place was half-empty before they even 
properly got into their second song. Nobody there had really given them a chance nor taken them seriously. To 
them, they were just like any other band trying to climb to the top and score as much money, booze and 
pussy as possible along the way. Watching the merciless expressions on their faces and their retreating 
figures in the semi-darkness of the gym hall, James had felt his heart sink. 


Now, they were in Ron's car, sweaty and exhausted. In spite of the reception they had received, they had given 
their all on stage, not wanting to give up and disappoint the few people that had stayed and seemed to watch 
them with interest. Even if there had been one person left, James knew that they would have done the same. 
And at that moment, even though that gig could be described as a failure, James couldn't have been more 


proud of his bandmates. 


They were mostly quiet at first, the humiliation still a fresh wound to their pride. Lars was in the front, 
flicking through some magazine, chewing loudly on his French fries and looking like one of those rich teenagers 
who were constantly bored out of their minds and didn't know what to do with themselves. At a first glance, 
you would think that he was completely unperturbed by what had happened, but that little pout and an almost 
sassy-like manner of turning the glossy pages were enough to let James know that he was upset. Ron was 
focused on the road even more than usually, his back hunched slightly in his seat, the tension in his arms 
apparent as his fingers clutched the steering wheel. When their eyes met in the rearview mirror, James could 
see the hurt in his friend's eyes. 


And then there was Dave, next to him on the backseat. Good ol Dave larger-than-life Mustaine was now 
unnaturally silent, only an occasional grunt or two escaping his lips. Someone else might have reveled in the 
fact that something had finally burst the cocky redhead's bubble, but James was actually saddened to see him 
that way, almost surprisingly so. Even when their gigs didn't exactly go as planned, when Dave would start 
raving about them, inflating their performance and praising them for this and that, or cursing "those assholes 
of an audience" and vowing to "come back next time and melt their fucking faces off with their music, the 
fuckers won't even know what hit ‘em".. He could go on and on like that, all night long, spitting fire at the world 
like some dragon reborn in human form, this manic sort of glow in those hazel eyes as if the redhead was 
powered by the primordial energy itself. And then all the problems they faced as a band in the sea of bands in 
LA seemed to magically vanish, and in those moments James would feel as if they were on the top of the 


world and nothing could touch them. 


Dave's confidence wasn't that of an asshole, as many seemed to think, it wasn't that kind of confidence which 
brings others down and makes them even more insecure about their own abilities. It was infectuous, just like 
Dave's laughter, it burst from him like a solar flare and before you knew what was going on, it would seep into 
you and power you up like some damn magic potion It was like some mythical mermaid-being coming to a 
drowning person's rescue, placing its lips over theirs and trying to breathe for them, trying to breathe life 


into failing lungs. So, when James was drowning in self-doubt, Dave would.. 


James shook his head, expelling such thoughts, as they made his mind conjure up unwelcome images of Dave 
pressing his lips against his own as he struggled to survive in the dark depths of his fears and insecurities. 
And feeling something unpleasantly warm coil in the pit of his stomach, James realized that was definitely 


something he didn't want to think about: 


But Dave, he.. Fuck.. The guy was like some freaking magician. He could take nothing and create everything out 
of it. Even if your life was falling apart, he could persuade you that you were in hog heaven You'd still be 
dirty and hungry, but you would feel happy. He was someone who could make you see beauty in the ugliest 
places on Earth. In the ugliest parts of yourself, too.. But all of that was dangerous, really dangerous. 
Everything he did, that energy of his.. it was like a special brand of some crazy drug that scrambles your 
mind completely and leaves you grinning like an idiot when you really shouldn't. Intoxicating. And even though 


James had known the guy for only a few months now, he feared that he was beginning to develop a possibly 


fatal addiction. 


This time, though, Dave was curled up on the backseat, his knees that were sticking out through the holes of 
his faded jeans propping up a notebook where he kept jotting down something while nursing his third or perhaps 
fourth (James knew better, so he had stopped counting right away) bottle of beer. He seemed lost to the 
world and he paid no mind to the occasional bumps in the road that sent his pen skidding across the paper in 
unexpected directions and caused beer to spill down his chin onto his Metallica T-shirt that he usually wore 
with such pride. The silence in the car was so thick that James could actually hear the glass bottle clink 
against Dave's teeth. 


Dave was still difficult to read sometimes. Save for a tiny pensive crease between his eyebrows and a slightly 
rosy tint to his cheeks, his face was entirely expressionless and there were no tell-tale signs of any emotion 
that James could go by. He didn't like that. It made the redhead unpredictable and that made him feel.. 
uncomfortable. Yeah, that might be the word for it. 


James was plagued by his own thoughts, though. He felt as if icy hands were pressing into his chest cavity, 
suffocating him from the inside. Had that shitty gig been his fault? After all, that had been the first time he 
tried singing and playing the guitar in front of a crowd. It wasn't easy, doing those things at the same time, he 
had to admit that. He had thought that he would feel comfortable that way, that he would be less exposed 
behind a guitar, but he nearly froze a couple of times and even messed up one riff, really butchered it, as he 
couldn't concentrate as well as he usually could, his mind split in two. Or three, if you count the part that was 
cowering in embarrassment. He heard it when it happened and was pretty sure his bandmates had heard it, 
too. Dave was right there, next to him, energetic for the both of them, trying to engage the audience as much 
as he could, even when that audience dwindled to ten people. But.. It wasn't supposed to be that way, right? 
James was the frontman, it was his responsibility. Yet, he had probably looked as stiff as a corpse next to 
Dave. It wouldn't have mattered if their ever-raging lead guitarist had sprouted wings all of a sudden and 
started acting like one of those flying monkeys from the Wizard of 0z, those people still wouldnt have been 
entertained Why? Because James had fucked up. He wasn't even a particularly good singer. And now that he 
was attempting to juggle two things at the same time, he didn't seem to be much of a guitarist, either, damn 


it all.. 


The oncoming barrage of self-deprecating thoughts was interrupted by a now somewhat louder grunt coming 
from his right, as if Dave could read his mind right then and that was his way of saying: "Cut it out, man! 


You're making me depressed”. James could even make out some words that were being squeezed out through 


clenched teeth, sounding vaguely like: "kill ‘em. fuckin’. [mumble, mumble].. even if it slapped them in the 
face.." He turned to look at his bandmate in concern. The pen in Dave's hand was now furiously moving across 
the paper, even though his facial expression didn't change one bit. James was waiting for the notebook to burst 
into flames or something, but nothing happened. He was also waiting for Dave to snap out of it and acknowledge 
his existence in some way, at least for a moment. That didn't happen, either. He wasn't greeted by one of 
those special, warm smiles or at least by the familiar Mustaine sneer. Dave didn't even do as much as spare 


him a glance. 
And that seemed to hurt more than it was supposed to. 


They spent some time like that, stewing in their own juices, until another sound caught James's attention. At 
first he wasn't sure, but then he realized that it was definitely a chuckle. A chuckle that soon blossomed into 
a muffled giggle and then finally into a full-blown cackle. Frowning in confusion, Lars left his magazine in favor 
of leaning to the side and craning his neck so he could look at the one right behind him who dared to disturb 
the dead silence. Ron didn't really move, but his eyes settled on the same person in the rearview mirror. 
Finally, James nudged Dave lightly with his foot, hissing: "What's so funny?", the corners of his lips twitching 
traitorously at the sound of Dave's laughter. 


It took a little while for Dave to calm down enough to utter a barely comprehensible: "M-Metallica in the 
Kitchen!" before bursting into another fit of laughter. The others followed immediately, snorting and making 
other ugly noises that caused them to laugh even more. Lars turned in his seat and began rapping out a 
rhythm on the back of it, to which he sang: "Metallica in the Paaantry!" Even Ron almost doubled over in 
laughter, needing to slow down a bit so he wouldn't lose control over the car and crash it into something in the 


dark. 


They were just at the beginning of regaining their composure when James finally offered: "Metallicanned soup?" 
After that, they were all in hysterics, with Ron having to stop the car so they could die laughing without, you 
know, actually dying. At that point, Dave was leaning with his whole weight against James, spilling beer over 
both of them as they guffawed and wheezed while rolling over the backseat. "Meatallical" came somewhere 
from the front. James couldn't even tell who was yelling what anymore. All he could feel was Dave's body 
trembling against his own and he could swear that his skin was soaking up every ounce of that warm energy 
that emanated from his fiery friend. And when Dave turned to look at him, tears streaming down ruddy 


cheeks and hazel eyes alight with delight, James thought that his heart just might burst at the sight. 


eR 


Roughly an hour had passed since a now comfortable silence had fallen upon them when James felt weight 
settle against his right shoulder. He averted his gaze from the bleak, barely visible landscape that had been 
gradually lulling him to sleep, only to be met with a shock of red curls that tickled his nose when he turned his 
head. 


Instantly, James tensed up. It was almost like there was a deadly snake resting on his shoulder instead of 


Dave's head. He felt like he had been struck by lightning, every nerve ending in his body seemed to be 


electrified by some unknown force. Dave was sound asleep, James could tell as much by the way his friend 
was breathing, deeply and evenly. James could also feel goosebumps break out on the right side of his neck as 


those warm breaths met with his skin. His body shuddered involuntarily. 


Shit.. He couldn't.. He didn't understand why he would react this way. Dave was his buddy and it was a 
completely normal thing.. After all, Lars had been draped all over him while sleeping so many times now that 
James had lost count. That never seemed to cause him to feel this way. The truth is.. Ever since he met 
Dave, he had had this odd feeling.. Whenever he was in the redhead's presence, whenever they were this 
close.. James felt.. uncomfortable. Still, at first, James had feared that there might be something off about 
Dave, which could explain why James was often a bundle of nerves around him. But after a while, he began to 


fear that the reason for all of this was something entirely different. Something much, much worse. 
But that's impossible, isn't it? He couldn't possibly feel.. that way.. about a guy.. about Dave.. right? 


But he wasn't allowed to dwell on these thoughts for much longer, as they drove over another bump in the 
road and Dave's head lolled against James's shoulder, that curtain of hair being pulled away to reveal the face 


which tilted towards James's. Don't look, don't look.. 
He looked. 
And that was all it took. 


Who would've thought that you can become fascinated by a few freckles that are scattered across the bridge 
of your friend's nose. So much that you feel a pressing and completely unnecessary need to map them out 
with your fingers. And James had never thought he could be captivated by the way someone's eyelashes 
curled against their cheekbones, but it seems that he had been wrong. People usually admired dark, thick 
lashes, but Dave's were blonde and delicate, looking like something that should belong to a much more fragile 
creature. As they fluttered in his sleep, they reminded James of hummingbirds, beautiful little birds whose 
tiny wings could do such a magnificent thing as create music. And damn it, but a guy shouldn't have this 
desire to kiss his very much male friend's eyelids and feel those lashes brush against his lips. Not when sober. 
Nor when drunk. Not even when he's tripping on five different drugs and thinks his friend is an incarnation of 
Aphrodite, no, not even then. 


But James did. And he had to look away or he would have actually done so, rational thinking be damned. 


Swallowing a lump in his throat, he gazed furtively at the other two in the front seats. There was no sign of 
them noticing that he had been staring at their lead guitarist for the past few minutes. Ron looked like he was 
afraid that he might fall asleep behind the wheel, so he kept his eyes peeled to the road. It seemed that Lars 
was asleep, too, his magazine now crumpled in his hands, his neck at an awkward angle 

and his mouth wide open, drooling. There was nothing attractive about it. And that's exactly how it was 
supposed to be! He had always seen sleeping guys just like that, as people begging to be drawn on and have 
their mouths stuffed with all kinds of snacks, with bonus points for those snacks that resembled a dick in 


some way. They served as something to give you a good laugh, not to be admired like some fine piece of art. 


But stupid Dave just had to be different, of course. He had to make himself at home on James's shoulder, oh- 


so-innocently, and look like.. like some freakin.. 
"angel", his brain supplied, not really helping at all 


Suddenly gripped by anger, James wanted to push Dave away from him and tell him to politely fuck off to his 
side of the backseat. But one look was enough to kill that idea with a merciless stab through the heart. Dave 
looked so peaceful in his sleep that James couldn't possibly bring himself to wake him, not after everything 
that they had gone through that evening. Instead of that, he did what he had obviously wanted to do since the 
moment he felt silky hair tickle his nose. With one final glance towards Ron and Lars, he dipped his fingers into 


the cascading stream of curls that formed a fiery halo around Dave's head. 


Well, if James could choose the way he would die, he thought that drowning in those satiny curls would be 
pretty high on the list. 


And as he was yet to be caught, he decided he might as well indulge himself for the time being, to satisfy his 
curiosity and allow himself to explore, and then worry about the consequences later. Carefully, he buried his 
face in Dave's hair and breathed in deeply. It smelled of sweat and beer, and something sweet and spicy and 
entirely Dave. That something reminded James of sunlight peeking through the curtains early in the morning, 
spilling over a pair of entwined lovers who are, still sleepy, sharing lazy kisses. With that on his mind, he pulled 
away and, seeing that Dave hadn't even stirred (drunk, passed out, blissfully unaware idiot that he was), 
brushed his fingers as gently as possible against the redhead's cheek. He trembled in fear and anticipation as 
he expected those hazel eyes to open and blaze with rage the moment they took notice of what James was 
doing. They didn't, though; James was free to revel in the smooth texture of Dave's skin, so unlike his own. 
Dave mumbled something incomprehensible before a sound that resembled a soft moan too much for James's 


liking escaped his lips. 


Lips. This was definitely not the time to notice Dave's lips. Yet, James did it anyway, because why not? It's not 
like they were plump and slightly parted as if inviting you to do another thing that you definitely shouldn't. It's 
not like they were red, red enough to put to shame all those girls who had to wear lipstick to achieve the 
same look And of course its not like they glistened as they were illuminated by the streetlights that they 
passed by. 


So, there you go. There's absolutely no reason for James to shift in his seat and lean towards Dave, hand still 
on his warm cheek, wondering whether those lips would feel as soft against his as he imagined they would. But 
it seemed that anything reasonable had gone out the window along the way, so there was nothing to stop him. 
After all, it wasn't a big deal anyway. Just lips brushing against lips, nothing new there. They could all pretend 
it wasn't true, but they were all curious. Every guy certainly thought about how it might feel to kiss another 
guy at least at one point in his life, right? Plain human curiosity, nothing else. And perhaps he was drunk, too. 
He could be drunk. He certainly fe/t drunk, all dizzy and warm inside, so what right did anyone have to say he 


wasn't. It wasn't his fault if his brain was all muddled and he couldn't control himself. 


And yet.. 

He stopped. This was wrong, so wrong.. Dave would fucking hate him. 

He stopped midway and pressed his sweaty forehead gently against Dave's, closing his eyes and desperately 
praying to anyone or anything that might hear him for those sick, crazy thoughts to disappear, his shoulders 


trembling with unshed tears. 


Thankfully, Dave's calm breathing was like a gentle lullaby and despite the throbbing in his head (and between 


his legs), sleep finally came to James. 


And if the two of them woke up later with their foreheads still somewhat pressed together and their fingers 
entwined, they didn't mention it. 


And if Dave smiled at him sleepily and gave his hand a brief, gentle squeeze before they moved to get out of 
the car, they didn't mention that, either. 


